148                 SIX  YEARS OLD.
Your feet stand fast, your lit smiles lighten, That might rear flowers from snows.
You came when winds unleashed were snarling
Behind the frost-bound hours, A snow-bird sturdier than the starling,
A storm-bird fledged for showers, That spring might smile to find you, darling,
First born of all the flowers.
Could love make worthy things of worthless,
My song were worth an ear : Its note should make the days most mirthless
The merriest of the year, And wake to birth all buds yet birthless
To keep your birthday, dear.